*He always fasted on Fridays."

"That proves nothing."

"All the same, Raymonde, we should have given
him his chance of a last-minute conversion. Have you
looked to see whether there's any money in his
wallet?"

"Oh, Marthe, pleasel"

"It's lucky for us he died such a natural death.
We'd better have a duplicate of the doctor's certi-
ficate. In this village one never knows. Tongues wag
of their own accord when a man like that dies."

"Please/"

"What are you going to do when your husband gets
back, Raymonde?"

"I shall tell him everything, not but what he knows
it already. Have you finished, Marthe?"

"Now perhaps you realize what comes of all this
love business . . . at your age, too!"

"I told you to stop it,Marthe!"

"D'you think he's left you anything?"

"Oh, go away and let me get on with this dress!"

"I'm your sister-in-law, and I have a perfect right
to tell you what you've been floundering in. Mud,
that's what it was, and because of you we're all in
it up to the neck! I warned you . . . and there's a
deal you don't know even now."

"Oh, for Heaven's sake! leave my happiness alone
as well as my grief!"

"He made love to me, Raymonde, before ever he
turned to you."

"So you've told me already, at least a hundred
times!"
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